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^ No,^ replied Mr. Wren, (e I want you to tell me
what happened after I was knocked down in the
theatre. I suppose Pandova is still giving his obscene
performance ? ??

The girl sat down on the bed. " Pandova,^ she
said, " will never sing or dance again. Pandova is
dead I??

cc Dead ? 7?

cc Yes, dead. When you were struck down it seemed
that the audience, especially the women, went raving
mad. They fought their way to the stage like a
pack of hungry wolves in search of something to
appease their hunger. The musicians in the orchestra
and members of the theatre staff tried to stop them,
but they might just as well have tried to stem the
inrush of the sea, and many were trampled to death.
By this time the noise was terrible. As the women
surged through the orchestra they seemed to have
turned from wolves into fiends.  Blood streamed
from their faces and necks, and hands and arms. One
stout, coarse-looking woman had nearly all her
clothing torn away. Her eyes were distended, and
she seemed to be talking a kind of jibberish that
was indescribably horrible. And all the time Pandova
stood perfectly still. Why he did not go away, or
why the curtain was not lowered, I cannot say."

The girl paused for a moment and looked tenderly
at Mr. Wren. Mrs. Scrubbs had already given her a
vivid account of the scene which had taken place